TRAVEL-DIARY
mercifully. But this, it seemed, was only a kind of game,
for the victims^ padded coats were so thick that the blows
only raised a cloud of dust and lice; and pursuer and pur-
sued roared with laughter.
Our journey took up the whole of the day. There were
the usual cups of tea, the usual damp towels (we no longer
wipe our faces with them, however, for McClure has
warned us of the danger of trachoma-infection), the usual
hour-long halts. The stations were mostly small, and much
alike, with their rookeries, their basket-ball pitches, their
food-vendors, their lurid or cryptic anti-Japanese car-
toons. At one place a young officer got so bored that he
began firing at the rooks with his revolver, and was
severely reprimanded by a hastily improvised court-mar-
tial in the waiting-room. Chiang enjoyed himself hugely
as face-maker and gossip-bearer. This time, he told the
car-boys, quite pointlessly, that we were doctors—much
to our alarm; for we expected at every station to be sum-
moned to perform major operations upon the wounded,
4But at least9, said Auden, Sve'd be better than nothing.'
So we agreed, if called upon, to have a try.
Not far from Sii-chow we passed an armoured train, its
metal sides plastered with a camouflage of mud. Behind
it was the Generalissimo's special coach. He and Madame,
we learnt later, had been in Sii-chow, attending a military
conference.
Presently Chiang came running excitedly to tell us that
a Japanese prisoner had been taken on board our train,
He had been captured somewhere near the Grand Canal.
The Generalissimo had personally ordered that he should
be kindly treated, and sent down to Hankow for cross-
examination. He would go there on the return journey.
Prisoners in this war are a kind of zoological rarity; we
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